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A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 


B Mr. G'R A v. _ 


AND TRANSLATED INTO ITALIAN VERSE 


By J. GIANNINI, I. L. D. 


NON FUMUM EX FULGORE, SED EX FUMO DARE LUCEM 
COGITAT. | Ho n. 
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Miſs p O0 e QC K. | 


MADAM, 


| prefixing your Name to this my 

Tranſlation, I do not mean ſo much to 
compliment you, as myſelf. Vou are the 
Daughter of the truly great Sir GEORGE 4 
Pocock, whoſe glorious Name has mounted IJ 
to the pinnacle of Fame; and I am one =_ 
who 1s countenanced and patroniſed by 'Y 
your illuſtrious Father, in ſo far as I have 
the honour. of inſtructing you in the Italian 
Language and Geography. 


How conſiderable ſoever the advantages 
you derive from your Birth may be; they 
| only 


only adorn and brighten what you really 
poſleſs : but your Piety, good Senſe, good 
Nature, external Graces, Sweetneſs of Con- 
verſation, Aﬀability, and your other Accom- 
pliſhments are (if I may be allowed the ex- 
preſſion) your own property, your own 
right, and will ſecure you of a perfect durable 
happineſs, through every ſtage of your life. 
I will not, nor muſt I enlarge upon this 
ſubject: your extreme Delicacy might con- 
ſtrue into Flattery even thoſe expreſſions, 
which are confined to the ſeverity of Truth. 
I thall therefore conclude with my own Elogy, 
by publicly acknowledging that I am, with 
the utmoſt reſpect, 


MAD A M, 


Your moſt obliged, and moſt . 


Obedient humble Servant, | 


J. GIANNINI, 
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A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 


AE Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
4 The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
;  *_ _ The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 


And leaves the world to darkneſs, and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 


Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 


And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 
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NEL CIMITERO D'UN VILLAGGIO. 


P IANGE la Squilla 'l giorno che ſi muore, 
I Lento'n recinto i buoi traggono il piede, 
A caſa ſi ſtraſcina I aratore, ' 


E alle tenebre il mondo, ed a me cede. 


Gia de' campi l' aſpetto nou fi mira, 


E tetra calma l' aer tutto regge, 


Salvo u' ronzando il ſcarabon s' aggira, 


E un tintinno addormenta il lontan gregge; 


Salvo 
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Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 


Moleſt her antient, ſolitary reign, 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 


'The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing Morn, 
The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 


The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn 


No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 


Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
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Salvo che con la luna da ederoſa 
Torre l' inerte gufo ſi lamenta 
Di chi: preſſo ] ſuo nido vagar oſa, 


E I notturno ſuo regno turbar tenta. 


Sotto quegli olmi, ed ove un taſſo face 
Ombra di trite zolle a monticelli,, 

In anguſte cellette poſto giace 

Ognuno degli antichi: poverelli. 


L' aura odoroſa, che precede il giorno; 
Di rondine ! trillar ſu vile tetto, 

Di gallo il canto, o l riſonante corn 
Non deſterangli più dal baſſo letto. 


Per lor più. non fiammeggia i foeclare;, 
Ne maſlaje la ſera ſudar ſanno- 
Ne coꝛron putti il habbo ad incontraze,, ; 
Ne per avere baci a gara fanno. 
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Oft did the harveſt to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke : 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 


How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke | 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, . 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure z 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals. of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp: of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e' er gave, 
Awaits alike th inevitable hour: 


The path of glory leads but ta: the grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Theſe the fault, 
If Memory o'er their tomb no- trophies raiſe, 


Where thro' the long-drawnaiſle, and fretted vault; 


The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe, 
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Speſſo alla falce lor piegò ' ricolto, 
Speſlo glebe duriſſime ſolcaro: 
Quanto lieti guidar buoi per lo colto ! 


Come le quercie a' colpi lor chinaro 


Non ſprezzi Ambizion gli util lavori, 
I piacer rozzi, e gli oſcuri natali; 
Ne Grandezza con ghigno diſonori 


De' poverelli i brevi, e ſchietti annali. 


Arme di nobilta, di poter vetta, 
Di beltà, d' opulenza ogni vantaggio, 
L' inevitabil ora tutto aſpetta : 


La gloria pur a morte rende omaggio. [ 


Ne tu, Superbo, imputa a lor viltate, 
Se Trofei non-adornano lor tomba, 
U' in tempio, e fotto volte rilevate 


Inno ſolenne lodi altrui rimbomba. 
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Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duſt, 

Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? 
Perhaps in this neglected ſpot 1s laid | 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 

Or wak'd to ecſtaſy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 

Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne'er unroll : 

Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the ſoul, 


f 


Full many a gem of [pureſt ray ſerene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 
Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 


And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 


Some 
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Urna iftoriata puo, buflo animato 
Spirto ſuggito a ſua magion chiamare ? 
Cenere accender può d' Onore il fiato, 


O ſorda e fredda Morte uom luſingare? 


Forſe qui giace in luogo ſenza pregio 
Cuor, che pregno gia fu di celeſt' etra; 
Mano, che degna fu di ſcettro regio, 
Od eſtaſi produr deſtando cetra. 


Ma non ſpiegò I gran foglio mai Scienza, 
Fatto ricco dal tempo, alla lor mente: 


II nobil eſtro lor preſſe Indigenza, 


E dell alma agghiacciò 'I natio torrente.. 


Innumerabil gemme traſparenti 
Nelle caverne lor chiudono i mani :. 


Innumerabil fiori mai preſenti 


Non furo al guardo, e viſſer ſolitari. 
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i Some vitlage-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
Y The little Tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 


Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


1 at 
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| | | Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country blood, 


Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
4 The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 

} To ſcatter plenty o'er the ſmiling land. 

v | | 


= | And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes, 


F Their lot forbad ; nor circumſcrib'd alone 


1 Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 1 


For bad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


; 

[ 

f | The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
9 To quenth the bluſhes of ingenuous Shame, 


Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride | 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


Far 
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Qualche Hampden rozzo, che col petto a prova 


Reſiſtè de* ſuoi campi al Tirannetto; 
Qualche muto Milton qui ſi ritrova, 
E qualche Cromuel di ſangue netto. 


Regger ſenati alla lor voce attenti, 
Sprezzar minaccie di dolor e lutti, 
Sparger la copia ſu terre ridenti, 


E legger la lor ſtoria in faccia a tutti 


Sorte vietd; che niegd loro il dono 
Non ſolo di virtù, ma ſtrinſe ecceſſi; 
Vietò loro guadar pel ſangue al trono, 


E chiuder di mercede altrui gl' ingreſſi; 


Di coſcienza i rimorſi occultare, 
Spegner i ſ{egni.d' ingenuo roſſore, 
O di Luſſo, e Superbia offrir all' are 


Incenſo acceſo di Febeo furore. 
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Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their fober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray : | 
Along the cool ſequeſtr'd vale of life 

They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect 

Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhimes, and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd 
Implores the paſling tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years ſpelt by th' unletter' d Muſe, 

The place of fame, and elegy ſupply ; 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 

That teach the ruſtic Moraliſt to die. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 

This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind? 


On 
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Lunge di calca ſtolta dal contraſto, 
Mai lor brame dal vet non; deviaro : 
Di vita in fredda valle ſenza faſto.' 


Ognor taciti, e queti camminaro. 


Pur a difender I oſſa dagl' inſulti 
Preſſo lor erti monumenti frali, 
Con rozze rime, e modi informi ſculti, 


Sol un ſoſpiro imploran da' mortali. 


I nomi, e gli anni lor ſcritti da idiota 
Muſa, nel luogo d' elegia vi.ſtanno ;. 
E molti ſacri teſti ella ivi nota, 


Che 1 Criſtian rozzo ben morire fanno. 


Poiche qual uom in preda dell' obblio 


Laſciò ' ſuo caro viver angoſcioſo, 
E al bel giorno ſereno diſſe addio _ 7 
Senza ndietro gettar guardo bramoſo?ꝰꝰ⸗ꝛ | 


. 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires: 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 


Ev'n in our Aſhes live their wonted Fires. 


For 3 who mindful of the unhonour'd Dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred Spirit ſhall enquire thy fate ; 


Haply ſome hoary-headed Swain may ſay, 
Oft we have ſeen him, at the peep of dawn, 
© Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn, : 


** 
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There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots fo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he Aretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


A 
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Ad amico in partir alma ſi fida, 
Occhio languente chiede poche ſtille: 
Natura iſteſſa dalla tomba grida, ; 
Reſta I Cenere pur pien di faville. 


Di te, che memor de' ſpregiati Morti, 
| e ipregt 7 
Qui narri il vero lor corſo paſſato;z + 


Se Contemplazion ſolinga porti 


Mai ſpirto affine ad eſplorarne il fato ; 


Forſe Paſtor canuto potra dire, 
__ © Speſlo ruggiada ſcuoter con pie fnello 


cc 


6&8 ſol per incontrar ſul monticello. | 


A 
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Ivi ſotto quel faggio tentennante, 


« Che ſtrane volge alte radici, ſtava 


e Diſteſt. a mezzo di, pigro 'n ſembiante, 


c E intento il gorgogliar del rio badava. 


* 
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L' abbiam viſto d' aurora all' apparire, 


_ T_T 
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* Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 
ec Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would . 
© Now drooping, woeful wan, like one 1 


Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


«© One morn I miſs' d him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
ce Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came, nor yet beſide the rill, 


<« Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 5 ; 


«© The next with dirges due, in fad array, 
&« Slow thro' the church-way path we ſaw him born. 
e Approach, and read (for thou canſt read) the lay 

<© Grav'd on his ſtone, beneath yon aged thorn..” 
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ce Preſſo avg boſco or con ſogghigno in volto, 


La 


Concetti ſuſſurrando errava, or quale 


«© Uom derelitto di meſtizia involto, 


« Or vinto nell” amor dal ſuo rivale: | * 


* » * 


Al pian, ne preſſo al arbor ſuo diletto ; F gs: 


Succeſſe l altra, ne ritrovoſs' ei 


Veder una mattina nol potei 


A 


et „ 


* 
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<« La terza lento co' dovuti lai _ 


A 


Lo vederamo portar in funerale. RY 
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Avvicinati, e leggi (che tu 1 AM 857 
Sotto quel ſpin 10 ſcritto ſepolerale.” 
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Vicino al fonte, al poggio, ne al boſchetto: : 1 
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ERE reſts hi head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth, to Fortune, and to Fame unknown: 
Fair Science frown' d not on his humble birth, 


And Melancholy mark'd him for her own, 


Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere „ | 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend: 2 705 1 

He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; [77 

He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas' all he wiſh'd) a friend. 


No farther ſeek his Merits to diſcloſe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 

The boſom of his Father, and his God. 


1 
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UI poſa I capo ſulla Terra madre 
Giovan volgar, e di fortuna ria: 
Minerva nol ſdegnò per I umil padre, 

El ſegno come ſuo Malinconia, | 


Ebbe I animo ſchietto, e generoſo; 


Ricompenſollo il cieT: più non potea {as 
| Dar che lagrime, e dielle, al Biſognoſo 5 
Un amieo acquiſtò, ſol cid chiedea. 1 
Pfd innanzi rintracciar non fi conviene 
Ogni ſuo Merto, o frale ſuo deſio; 
Giacciono entrambi in paventoſa ſpene 
Nel ſeno del ſuo Padre, e del ſuo Dio. 
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1 the knell of parting day. 


. ſquilla di lontano, 
Che paja I giorno pianger, che fi muore. 
Ev'n in our Aſhes live their wonted Fires. 
Ch' i' veggio nel penſier, dolce mio fuoco, 
Fredda una lingua, e due begli occhi chiuſi 
Rimaner dopo noi pien di faville. 15 


4 b paventoſa ſpeme. 


(There they alike in trembling hope icpuſc). 
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Dante. Purgat. c. 8. 
| L. 92. 


Petrarch. Son. 169. 
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Petrarch. Son. 114. 


